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ABOUT the middle of July laſt, 
I ſent my manuſcript of —+ WAN 
News FROM BanTRrRy Bay,” to 
Mr. DALY, then manager—it was 
delivered to him on Thurſday, and 
the following Wedneſday I received 


his anſwer, a copy of which I ſhall 


here inſert. 


% Harcourt-ſireet, Tuly 26th, 1797. 
« Mr. Daly's compliments to the author 
Gof—* WHAT NEWS FROM BanTRY 
„ Bay,” he has read it, and conceives it 
« has merit—but, before he brings it te 
&« public exhibition, he imagines ſome altera- 


C trons neceſſary : He would therefore wiſh. 


& (perſonally) to conſult with the author, 


« which may turn out 10 their mutual 


© advantage. As the after ſeaſon is far 
„ ſpent, the ſooner it is brought out the 
better.“. LS 
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BALLAD. 


AIR“ Caledonian Hunts Delight.” 
My longing eyes I oft direct, 
| Towards yon once frequented green, 


With fond remembrance then reflect, 


Upon the happy days Ive ſeen. 
See how you nimble courſer ſweeps, 
With hafly fleps, along yon plain 
So fled my days of early joys, 
Sqweet joys, ne er to return again. 


II. 


Te benny flreams of ſiluer Clyde, 


Why do you flow jo ſmooth and clear? 
Je pretty birds, from yon green ſpray, 

Why do you firive to charm my ear? 
Yell break my heart, ye gameſome lambs, 

That gambol ver yon flowery plain— 
Ye mind me of my dear paſt joys, 

Sweet joys, ne er to return again. 


| III. | 
Why did my Jemmy truſt the ſeas ? 
Why did he leave me here to mourn © 


Hie ſaid the war wou'd ſoon be ver, 


Then bade me look for his return. 
But oh ! the foes are not ſubdued, 
Tuo“ low he lies beyond the main 


His coverlid's a damp green turf, 


And he will never riſe again. 


PRELUDE 


PRELUDE. 


Enter AuTHoR and FRItnn. 


Dublin ? | 
Author. 'm come to offer one of my pieces to the 
manager. | | 
Friend. Has it ever been play'd in London ? 
Author. No. 


Friend. Take it back then—it will not do here. 

Author. Why ſo? 

Friend Recauſe it has not been play'd in London, 

Author, What the devil I Are not the audience 
of Dublin fir to judge for themſelves? 

Friend. No matter whether they are or not.— 
Nothing is reliſned here but what has been applaud- 
ed in the capital of England. | 

Author. "\hen I mutt ſay your audience has a very 
ſtrange taſte—to feaſt at ſecond hand—to be content 
with what comes from other people's tables. 

Friend. Oh, your mot humble, Mr. Metaphor ! 
but PI ſhew you I can anſwer you in your own ſtyle. 
— We feaſt at ſecond hand to be ſure, but in fo 
doing we imitate great and ancient Potentates - we 
feaſt, but we don't chuſe to be poiſon'd—and fo we 
make the London audience our taſters: But, if you 
would wiſh to have the truth, the audience muſt be 
content with what our caterer provides, or want. 
Author. Very true, fir, and therefore I'll print my 
opera. | | 

Friend. What do you call it? | 

Author. * What News from Bantry Bay.“ 

Friend. Oho, politics - Vou know we are ſome- 
thing divided among ourſelves, and ſo you wiſh te 
raiſe up one party, and throw down another. 

Author. 1 wiſh to reconcile both parties. | 

Friend, You !—Ha, ha, ha !==Oh, dear—ob, dear! 

Hubby, 


Friend. Ha, my old friend! what brings you to 
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Author, Yes—l, ſir—l'll do what J can, and if 
every body does the ſame 

Friend. Egad! as you ſay, if every body does 
what he can, ſomething may be done. 

Author. Yes—and VIIitelliyou what you muſt do 
When you begin to read my Opera, ſhould you find 
any thing to diſpleaſe you, read on with patience, 
ſuſpend your judgment till the end, then decide. 

Friend. Egad! fol will, and adviſe others to do 
the ſame, fince you ſay you write for the good of 
both parties. | 

Author. By heaven, fir, I would rather conquer 
one countryman with friendſhip and reaſon, than 
ten thouſand by the ſword or gibbet ! 

Friend By the Lord, the goodneſs of your defign 
might excuſe twenty faults in the execution of it! 
III inſure you fucceſs. —The natives of Hibernia are 
kind and generous, ever ready to nouriſh any plant 
that bears the ſmalleſt bloſſom of merit. 


Dramatis Perſone. 


Mr. Whimſical, Mr. Lee. 
Pleaſeall, Atr. Villars. 
Pat, ; 8 Mr. Bernard. 
Captain, Hr. Bates. 
Bother well, Ir. M Laren. 
Plowell, | Ar. Fiſher. 
O” Tradle, Mr. Barry. 
Briſtle, Mr. Brooks. 
Stitchem, Mr. Kent. 
Spendthriſt, Mr. Richards. 
Nancy, Mrs. Brown. 
Peggy, Mrs Lee. 
Mrs. Whimſical, Mrs. Bernard. 
Biddy, Mrs, Keys. 


WHAT 


WHAT NEWS 


FROM 


BANTRY BAY? 


ACT ILL-——SCENE I. 
PEGGY and NANCY. 


Peppy. Brxss me, Miſs Nancy, what makes 
your papa and mamma quarrel ſo often? 
Nancy. Becauſe they're married. 
| Peggy. Did they never love? 
Nancy. 1 don't know: Love is a diſtemper, from 
which ſome people ſoon recover. 


Peggy. I'm ſure l've never been happy ſince my 
Pat liſted for a ſoldier. | 


Nancy. Oh, fie, Peggy! the king himſelf is a 


{oldier—dykes, lords, knights and gentlemen, arc 
ſoldiers, and think it no diſgrace to bear arms in 
defence of their king and country. SES 

Peggy. Indeed, as you ſay, every body is a ſoldier 
now a-days. Dear me! I don't like this winter 
campaignng—l thought to have had my Pat's cor. 


pany till the ſpring, 
SONG. 
Though ſome admire green ſhady trees, 


When berries bloom on mountains hight, 

I n&er cou'd bear the ſummer breeze, 

And here Pl tell the reaſon why ;— 

Then tents are pitch'd, and girls bewilc/,d, 
Are left to tell jad tales of woe— - 

For to the camp our lads muſt ſcamp, 

Te guard us from our 3 foe, 
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| nothing but love. 


II. 
But when the ſcowling wintry blaſt, 
Hath firip'd the trees of all their bloom, 
We love-fi ck maidens then are blefl, 
Becauſe it brings our lovers home— 
Then tents are ſtruck and camps broke up, 
And drums and fifes go merrily ; [Drum and Fife. 
When horſe and foot have pot the route, [Trumper. 
T1 march to winter quarters free. 
III. 
IWhen 117 robin red. hreaſt hops 
Before the barn w ſtable door, 
And ſnow cad deep are mountain's tops, 
And quails and ſnipes ot on the moor — 
Fach ſoldier lad and his hind luiſs. 
May ſit them d,arn to court awhile, & 
And as the merry moments paſs, | 
They Hoon forget their ſummer's toil. 


That was the way we uſed to be, but when the fog 


appears upon our coaſt neither wind nor weather can 


retard the impetuoſtty of our gallant warriors.— 
On! here comes old Biddy, my Pat's aunt—I cannot 


bear to ſee her. 
Enter BIppy. 1 Ts 
Biddy. Ladies, have you ſeen his honour ? 
Nancy, We have not been looking for him. 
Bidey Faith, I, engage that 


Peggy. And were you never in love? 

Biddy, Aye was I, as often as | hare teeth 1 in me 
head. 

Peggy. I'm ſure I cou'd never love kay once. 

Biddy. Say, for ought you know, young woman: 

Peygy. Were | to loſe my Pat og 

Biddy. You would do what you cou'd to get 
anorher—it's the way of us all, Lord help us |— 
we're but frail veſſels. 

Peggy. Will you buy your nephow's diſcharge, 
when he returns from Bantry Bay? 


Honour ? 


you think of 


Biddy. I'll ſee him hang'd firſt. Did you ſee his 


Nancy. 
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Nancy. What do you want with him ? | 
Buddy. There's a French gentleman in Gur houſe, 
(all in rags) ſays he wants his honour. : 
Peggy. Will you give your nephew any money? 
Liddy. Devil a teſter. | 3 1 
Peary. 1 ſuppoſe you'll give it to Spendthrift 
they fay he's in love with you. 
Biddy. Ah, poor man! Do they lay ſy? 
Peggy. They lay he's going to marry you. - 
Biddy. Ah, poor man! I'm afraid they're joking you, 
Peggy. Come now, old Miſs Biddy 5 
Biddy. Old Miſs Biddy! The devil's old and he's 
not dead yet. Old —1 I could ſee the woman 
that's growing younger, I wou'd bind myſelf appren- 
tice and learn her trade. Get out of the way.— 
A woman is never at her prime till {hc's turn'd of 
ſeventy. | | 8 Exit. 
Nancy. Peggy, I was dreaming of my Captain 
Conſtant laſt night. They ſay the ſhip is expected 
every day. Though wy parents are againſt him, 


I cannot help loving him —I was trying to make 


a ſong. AIR——* Lepgie of Buchan.” 
On the harp of old Ireland, Pe heard people ſay, 
That ſome of aur mothers could merrily play— — 
Ye dames 3 Hibernia, when ye touch the firing, 
Saveet lowe and true friend iſtip's the ſong you 

W 

Peggy. Regard to relations, in concert ſhou'd move, 

With the throbs of the heart, for the man that we 
| love; 8 „ 

For if abe are ſaucy, in lifetime's gay ſpring, 

In age, the green willow, is the fong we muſt fing. 
Nancy, S/ou'd a favorite companion, ſome nymph on 
tie green, | ; 

Engaye ny affection in days of flæteen. 

Meft ſuc red I'd lol{it, t. ll death cut the flring, 

For lobe ane true ſriend/kip*s the ſong ave muſt ing. 
Peggy. Th, war fhould ſtiil ragen, by jea and by land, 

Ti the foes ſhould ſurround us, with veath un 

each hand, | 
Suceeſs ta Hibernia, and long live the King, | 
Like the ſwan; awher w?'re dying, the ſaveeter 
| ave'll Ang. SCENE 
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SCENE II —4 Chamber. 
Enter WHIMsICAL and Mrs. WHIMSICAL. 
Whim. I tell you it is in vain to talk—they will 
land at Bantry Bay. 1 N 
Mrs. Whim. | tell you they'll never ſhew their 
iwarthy faces on Iriſh ground. 
Whim. Shew ! I dare not- devil a one dare ſtand 


to look at them. | 


Mrs. Whim Oh, mercy! if any thing runs from 
them it will be the crows, for I'm told they are 
raggimuffians enough to frighten them. | 

Nin. They'll frighten more than you're aware of. 

Mrs. Whim. Is it not a ſhame for you to wiſh 
ſucceſs to the enemies of your country? 

Whim. Is it not a ſcandal for you to rebel againſt 
your lord and maſter ? 80 

Mrs. Whim, Lord and maſter! Oh, lord! Oh, 
lord! You may be the god of your club. 

Whim. The god of our club! 

Mrs. Whim. Yes,—T he deity of the ale-houſe 
the heathen oracle of a ſet of.; 

Whim. Of what? | R 

Mrs. Whim, Of greater fools than the ancient 
Egyptians—for, inſtead of an ox, they worſhip an aſs. 

Whim, Very well !—Any thing more? 

Mrs. Whim. Greater idolaters than certain Indians 
we read of—for, inſtead of a duck, they worſhip 
a gander. . 5 ns th 5 | 

Whim. Hold your cackle, you gooſe! You talk of 
worſhip !- What's your temple ?—— The looking glaſs! 


What's your deity? Not a graven one, but a 


painted image 5 

Mrs. Whim. Scurvy wretch !- But I ſay the child. 

Whim. Child !-—W hat child?  _ 

Mrs. Whim, Nancy. What elſe is ſhe but a child, 
when I her mother am ſcarce old enough to be initiated 
into the ſtate of matrimony ? 


M him, I with to the lord you were to be initiated 


to-morrow, ſo as I were not preſent at the ceremony. 
Mrs. Whim. I ſay ſhe'll marry Mr. Surly. 
Whim, And ſay ſhe'll marry Mr. Pleaſeall, 
| Mys, 


* 
* 
* 
* 
A 
— 
4 
* 
7 
* 
| 
þ 
1 
4 
A 
7 


7 
* * 


”" v C * 1 
2 0 t 8 


? 
i 


TIES » — 


(-$.2 
Mrs. Whim, Here the comes herſelf. 
Enter Naxcv. 

Nancy, my dear, do you wiſh to pleaſe me? 

Nancy. To be ſure, mamma. 

Mrs. Whim. That's my darling! — And you'lF 
marry Mr. Surly? 

Nancy. Oh, but that would anger my papa! 

im. So it would, my jewel l- Come here now. 
—You'l} marry Mr. Pleaſeall?— That's a good girl ! 

Nancy. Oh, but that would affront my mamma! 

him. Wiy, what the devil is this —Anger my 
papa and affrent wy mamma l- Why you're neither 


hh nor fleſh ? 

Mrs. Whim, Neither one thing nor the other, 

Nancy. My dear parents, I wiſh to pleaſe you 
both, but the difference of your diſpoſitions makes 
N impraQticable. 

Whim. | wiſh you were in the bottom of the ſea. 

Mrs. him. Like your friends t Bamiry Bay, 
You did nut hear what a fine pickle they are in? 

Mum Pickle !—I hope the're neither pickled 
nor ſalicd. 

Mrs. I/ him. V'm ſure they are, and pepper'd too. 
cheir flect properly diih'd, and their lean carcaſes 
cat by the fiſſics—ſo let it be your conſolation that 
I tell you ſo. 

Whim. Oh!—Yes it is ſome conſolation that it's 
you that tell me, ſor it gives me ſome reaſon to hope 
it's not true. 

Mrs. Whim. Very well !—You'l] be immortaliz'd, 

( Knocking without, 

Whim, My dear, here's. ſome company coming— 
Give me your hand and promiſe to ſay nothing to 
expoſe me, and I] give py my word I I] indulge 
you with a whole days ſcolding any time you pleaſe. 

Mrs. Whim, A match !—-I can hold my tongue 
when I pleaſe. 

Whim. You can!—Can you ?—And why don't 
you, you painted Jczebel ? 

Mrs. Whim, Oh, you Baal Peor !—You Bell and 
Dragon of the falſe prophers do you ſpeak to me! 


3 Nancy. 


418 


Nancy. Oh, merey, what names! 
Enter Bippv and La FROG. 
Biddy. Sir, here's a gentleman from Bantry Bay. 
IWhim. With ſome news to me. (they talk apart.) 
So you made good your landing? 
La Frog. Oh, yes—very good land mens! 
Mrs. Whim, Look at him, Nancy.—Theſe are the 
uniforms our beaus may expect to wear, ſhould 


French principles gain ground in Ireland. 


Nancy. He's a ragged wretch. 
Enter PLEASEALL. 

Whim. Mr. Pleaſeall, I was wiſhing to ſee you. 

Pleaſe. Oh, dear fir ! you know my delight is to 
pleaſe every body ; and, believe me, there's not 
a perſon upon earth for whom I have ſo great a 
regard. (bowing) | | 

Mrs. Whim. ls there not indeed? | 

Pleaſe. Dear madam, ten thouſand pardons, I did 
not obſerve you. (ranning to her and b;wing.) 
_ Whim. Don't you know ſhe hates you? | 

Pleaſe. Does the ? Egad 1 believe ſhe does 
indeed. (running to Whimſical, bywing and fawning, 

Mrs. Whim, Well, if I do hate him? 

Pleaſe. If you do I muſt be the more aſſiduous to 
remove your averſion. (running to her.) 

Nancy. Very well, Mr. Pleaſeall-I ſuppoſe I'm 
not to be conſulted at all ? 5 

Pleaſe. By the law that's true !----Deareft charmer 
of my ſoul. (neeling.) 

Whim. You may fawn as you pleaſe on them, but 
believe her fortune 

Pleaſe. Oh, lord! aye, her fortune—that's the 
main ſpring of the watch. (kneeling between. them, 
and bowing alternately.) Dear fir—{weet madam— 
charming miſs.— What the devil ſhall 1 do to pleaſe 


you all ?—Theſe are damned queer times. — If you 
gain the huſband you loſe the wife—if you ſecure 
the wife you loſe the daughter, 


Whim. Get up, get up.—Pleaſe every body.— 


Alexander the Great conquer'd the world, but damn 


me if ever he thought of pleaſing eyery bouy > 
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Go with this gentleman to the club, at the cat and 
fiddle---let them uſe him well upon my account. 
Pleaſe. Il do any thing to pleaſe you, dear 
monſieur.— Pray what's the gentleinan's name? 
Whim. Marquis de la Frog. 
Pleaſe. Vam ſorry to ſee you in diſhabille. 
La Frog. Oh, monſieur, dat is the glorious effects 
of de revolution !—De more rags de more honour! 
Nancy. Then your honourable enough I think. 
Whim. Oh, marquis, you need not diſguiſe your 
ſentiments !—All friends. — More free more welcome. 
La Frog. Den I will make free enough. Madam, 
permit a me the fraternal embrace ? 
(offering to ſalute her. 
Nancy. Keep your diſtance, fir. (puſhing him away. 
La Frog. Monſieur, (to Whimfical) when I was in 
England 1 was learn to ſing, and now in Ireland me 
will teach to ſing. Here's von ſpecimen ;=— 
SONG. 
Two pretty turtles, tother day, 
In concert ſat upon a ſpray, 
An arrow from its caſe I arew, 


But dropt it when 1 thought of you, 


Court on, court on, ſweet bird, ſaid J, 
For Nancy's ſake you muſt not die— 
You're in love, I'm a lover too, | 


T heir lives I ſpared, ſaweet girl, for you. 


With fluttering hearts, the happy pair, 

On ſpreading pinions, cut the air; 

When through the grove they bill and cog, 

T hey'll breath a prayer, ſweet girl, for you 
Now view me well with ſearching eyes, 
And you'll perceive, through this diſguiſe, 
Your long-loſt love ſo lind and true, 


W ho never wood a mate but yaa. 
(Exit La Frog and Pleaſeall. 
Whim. Nancy, my dear, lay out my wedding 
ſuit to air —to-morrow I mean to ſhine in it at your 
wedding, : (Exit. 
| Mrs, 
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Mrs. Whim, You re a pretty ſhiner ſure enough,— 
Nancy, this father of yours is tov hard upon me, 
what am I but a poor fooiiſh young, thing. Dear 
Nancy, you ſhould uſe me as a playmate or com- 


Fanion when we're in company -- but perhaps you ſce 


ſemething too matronly in my face? 

Nancy. No, indeed, mamma !—You're a perfect 
rl. 

. Mrs. Whim. Ain I? (looking in @ plaſs ) Why then 
you may leave out the word mamma when we're in 
company. Yet, my complexion may. fail before: 
your father dies. 

Nancy. Diess he going to die mamma? 

Mrs. him, Oh, don't be uneaſy! I ain only 
ſpeaking by way of ſuppoſition. 

Nancy. And, if it were really the caſe, I ſuppoſe 
you wou'd ſoon provide me with another ? 

Mrs. Whim. Indeed, my dear, I ſhould not let. 
you want any thing in my power to provide you with. 
How dearly thould I like this child were ſhe not my 
on- but it's a very mortifying conſideration that the 


more 1the's coming into life the nearer | am going off 


the ſtage. (Exit. 

Nancy. Ha! ha! ha! can't ſay but l have a pretty 
pair of parents. —My father bids me marry Mr. 
Pleaſeall—my mother bids me marry Mr. Surly—and: 
my own heart bids me marry Capt. Conſtant. Since 
cannot pleaſe the old ones, I had better try to pleaſe 
the young one. My father rebels againſt the king 
my mother rebels againſt my father—and, if 1 rebel 
againft them both, how can they be angry, when. 
they've ſet me ſo fair an example? 

Enter PEGGY, 


Peggy. Oh, Miſs Nancy! do you know that the 


French marque is no other than your captain in- 


diſguiſe! 

Nancy. Well, if I did not think ſo! 

Peggy. And my Pat is dreſt like a pill doctor.— 
They came together. — II warrant they have ſome 
plan in their head — Oh, here they are! 

Natcy. 
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Enter CAPTAIN and Par, oy 

Nancy. Oh, my dear ſailor ! (embracing. J 

Peggy. Oh, my ſweet ſoldier ! (embracing. ) 

Capt. So you would not give me the fraternal 
embrace ? | 

Nancy Oh, you cunning creature! I did not know 
you. How well you paſt upon my father! 

Capt. It's eaſy to paſs any abſurdity upon people 
who believe every thing. Your father 1s jond of 
French principles I'm miſtaken if I don't give him 
a ſurfeit. | 

Pat, And how is Biddy; my old aunt? 

h Peggy. She's on the point of marriage with Spend- 
thrift. 

Pat. Where can I ſee Spendthritt ? 

Pegpy. Wherever there's a ſup of whiſkey to be 
had.— But did not your regiment go to Buutry Bay? 

Pat. Oh, the French ale gone to pot, and we're 
come back again! | 5 

Peggy. We'll be happy to ſee you all. —But we 
were in no danger from the enemy—the ycomen 
were kind enough to undertake the defence of the 


Pat. Well, that was nobly done. III ſing yon 


a ſong. 


The God of the wind with Neptune combin'd, 
And they fought for Hibernia's weal ; 

When Monfieur embark'd with his pimps, 
Great Jove was obſerved to ſmile 

And laugh at their fooli/h attempts: 

For Fove had decreed, they /hould not ſucceed, 
'Gainft Ireland, his favourite iſle.  _ 
Mars flood on the ſhore, in anger he ſwore, 
That fhould they Fa foot on the land, 

By the Lord hed thraſh them like dogs; 


Or, fhou'd they eſcape from his hands, 

He'd ſend them again to eat frogs : 

For no ſuch rude gueſts ſhould fit at our feafls, 

For pearls were ne er made for ſuch hogs. 

Nancy. Bleſs, me, I hear my mother coming.--- 
Captain, you know you're teaching me to ling. 


Peggy. 


0 
Peggy. lind Pat, as you look ſo like a pill doctor, 


we'll pretend you have ſome medicine to improve her 
beauty.——She's the vaineſt 

Nancy. Huth !—Hcre the i is. 

Mrs. Whim What bawling was that I heard? 
Oh, that fellow can never teach you to ſing! Oh, 
mercy! here's another of your faher's tatterdemal- 
lions. Good fir, pleaſe to face to the door, and 
ſhew your back. 

Nancy. Madam, don't fend him away, he's one of 
the greateſt phyſiognomiſts 

Mrs. Whim. Nonſenſe! nonſenſe! 

Nancy. Did you never ſee his advertiſement in the 
public prints? 

Mrs. Whim. All tuff! all ſtuff 

Nancy. You may have a ſpecimen for nothing. 

Pat. In the whole courſe of my e ] never 
ſaw ſuch a face! 

Mrs. Whim. What have you to ſay to my face? 

Pat. Pleaſe to fit down, madam. (/he fits) Oh, 
ſuch features !—ſuch eyes !-—ſuch cheeks \—fuch 
brows ! —ſuch teeth !---ſuch a mouth, and what a 
noſe !---What a pity it is that your temper ſliou d be 
ſuch a contraſt to your beauty! 


(locking through an eye Ja 5. 

Mrs. Wim. What do you . e De f 

Pat. In your face and perſon you are an angel 
in your temper you are a fury. 

Mrs. Whim. Now, friend, you've proved your 
ignorance. Every body knows I'm too good natur'd. 

Pat. But very eaſily affronted. 

Mrs. Whim. On, no, fir!---you're quite miſtaken, 

Half. ſmiling. 

Pat. Pardon me, madam, I'll not depart from my 
opinion. 

Mrs. Whim, Ther you ſhail depart from my 
houſe, you baſe impoſtor---I've a mind to ſend you 
to the next juſtice. 

Pat. Vii ſave you the trouble, madam. (poing. ) 

Nancy. Do you hear, doctor, ſend me a bottle of 


che preſervative of beauty, aud another of the 
reſtorativs of youth, 


Mr. 


„„ 


Mrs. iin Are yon a fool, ey can be 

no ſuch me: ines! (Half, afide.) 
Nancy. Law, mi%ain, did you never read in the 
newſp'ipers how his ba'\ſam of daiſies had render'd 
Mrs. Pimple's face as ſuiooth as her marble chunney 
piece? 

Mrs. Whim. Are you ſure of that ? 

Nancy. Yes.---And how his tinctute of oyſters had 
reſtored Lady Ancient's Capi 

Mrs. Whim, Aye, aye! | 

Nancy. And, though the made her will, the has 
now revoked it, and is upon the point of marriage 
with a young gentleman of five and twenty. 

Mrs. Whim. Nonſenſe! Go up ftairs, and let that 
1rench gentleman give you a leſſon. 

Nancy. You know he can't teach me to ſing ! 

Mrs, Whim. I know no ſuch thing---practice | is the 
high-way to perfection. Peggy, g9 up with them, 
don't like to truſt them alone. 

Peggy. Won't it be as dangerous to leave you and 
the doctor? Lil ſtay and protect you. 

Mrs. Whim. Go up this minute. (drives them 52 
Doctor, have vou really ſuch medicines? 

Pai. Undoubtedly I have, madam. 

Mrs. Whim, Well, fir, if you bring me two or 
three bottles, with proper directions, VI attend the 
cy and ſee them applied. | 

'at. How old is the young lady ? 

17. Whim. About eighteen. | 

Pat. Becauſe ve muft have a ward to the 
patient's age, or the medicine can have no effect. 

Mrs. Whim. Bleſs me! that's unfortunate. (afide) 
But, fir, (confuſed) Vve made a bit of a miſtake, 
the lady is rather about eight and thirty. 

Pat. A little bit of a miſtake! egad it's a large 
lump of a miſtake.---No, no, ſhe cannot be that! 

Mrs. VWhim. But, fir the lady -that is, the 
lady I want for, is rather above eight and thirty, 

Pat. Oh, very well, madam! if the were a 
hundred PII go and prepare it for her. 

Mrs. Whim, Dear fir, do! (greatly ad 7 
at. 
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Pat.—(relurning. J—One thing more. muſt 
examine the lady's features.—So if you pleaſe to call 
her. | 


Mrs. Whim. Oh, dear !—worſe and worſe !— 


(afide) Well, doctor, as I hope you're a gentleman, 


you'll keep a ſecret—for, to ſay the truth, it is 
it Is (hiding her face) ——=it is for myſelf !—— 
It may ſeem odd in a married lady, but Mr. Whim- 
fical may not live for ever. 

Par. It will be deviliſh odd if he does. 

Mrs. Whim. What time muſt I apply the medicine? 

Pat, At hed time. 

Mrs. Il him. That's unlucky !—Mr. Whimſical 
may detect me.—But Ill frame ſome excuſe for 
taking ſeparate beds. 

Pat. And it's proper you ſhould, for though the 
reſtorative medicine may prolong your life, it will 
have a quite different effect upon your bed-fellow. 

Mrs. Whim, Will it ?=Oh, lord We'll not take 
ſeparate beds at all—it would make people talk. 
Will it be neceſſary to uſe any particular regimen ? 

Pat. Not in your diet, but in your temper you mutt. 

Mrs. Whim. In my temper ? 
Pat. Yes.—PFor inſtance—let the provecation be 
ever ſo great, you muſt not ſuffer yourſelf to be in a 
paſſion. | | 

Mrs. Whim. Bleſs me !—that's very hard, 

Pat. For paſſion, or whatever ruffles the temper, 
tears the health to rags, deſtroys the complexion, 
dries up the vital ſprings, and cuts off ſeveral years 


of a perſon's life. —So, madam, be cautious, and 


you'll ſee a glorious alteration 
Mrs. Whim. And be you ſecret and you'll receive 


a handſome reward. When you bring it, ſay it's 


x cure for the tooth-ache—for though I ſhould be 


| pied that every body ſhould ſee the effect, I ſhould 


e forry that any body ſhould judge the cauſe. 
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SCENE III. 4 Chamber in Biddy Houſe: 
- | - BoTHERWELL, OTRADPDTE, BRIis TIE, STITCHEM, 
PLowELL, SpENDTHRIFT, CAPTAIN ant 
PLEASEALL, | 

Bother, Gentlemen, that are to be, here is citizen 
Marquis de la Frog, come from Bantry Bay, with 
news that much concerns us all. I move that we 
treat him with the fraternal embrace. 

Spend. Yes, yes, the infernal embrace to be ſure. 

Bother, Now, gentlemen, that muſt hbe=we have 
embraced—and now I move that you hold yourſelf 
in readineſs to meet. Si 

Brifile. The French gentleman will give us in- 
ſtructions. 

Pleaſe. So he will, fo he will. 

Stitchem, Are not all the poor people in France 
very rich now? | 

Ploavell. Don't they make the late nobility work 
for the commonality ? 

O'Tradle. Upon the whole, don't you find your- 
ſelves better'd ſince you've chang'd your monarchy 
for a republic ? | : 

Capt. Oh, yes, monfieur !-Tho* we have leſs 
reſt, we have more fatigue—tho' we have fewer 
clothes, we have more rags—tho' we have leſs meat, 
we have more hunger—and, tho' we have loft one 
king, we have found 500—beſides we are free. 

Ploauell. Liberty is a great thing. 

Briſtle. What kind of liberty do you mean? 

Ploawell. Liberty to take all the money from the 
rich—equality and ſo on. | 

| Briſtle. When we're equal I'll make no more ſnoes! 

Stitchem. Bad luck to me if 1 draw another ſtitch 
ſor any man living ! | | 
i; Trowel. Oh, bother:tion! is it game you're making? 
| 5 If you don't both draw ftitches, who is to build 
ö houſes for you ? If ever ] put a fiſt upon a trowel 
Ploævell. Won't you, my gay fellows f And who 
| is to plough and reap for you? Ramnation to mie it 
| ; 1 wou'd not rather cut my horſes throats! 

3 O Tradle. And, by Joſeph, I would rather burn 
; my loom and tradles ! 
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Bother, Gentlemen, reſtrain your wrath—noene 
of you need to earn your bread by manual operations. 

Brifile. And what poſt do you promiſe me? 

Bot her. A captain's commiſſion. 


Stitchem, Blood and turf, man! a captain's com- 
miſſion ! Do you think PI] ſerve under him? You 


{aid Pm to be only a lieutenant 
O'Tradle And, if you go to that, what am I but 
an enfign—and do you think you'll command me ?— 
Botheration to me but I can fight as well as any of 
you! {ftriking the table with ſuis fiſt. 
Briſtle Arra be eaſy—or bad luck to me but PU 
make you ſore.— Did you hear me that time? 
O'Tradle. Is it yourſeif wou'd do it ?—By my foul, 
you never was the boy. ; * 
Bother. Ohe, gentlemen, you mult not quarrel.— 
Let us ſpeak about the contribution. 
Spend Contribution l'! contribute none. It's 
but a cunning way ef taxing us! Blood and turt, 
fetch us ſome whiſkey ! | 


Bother .—{ aſide ts Capt. )—Marquis, do you ob- 


ſerve theſe fools ? - And they have the impudence to 
expect commiſſions too — We muſt flatter them, they 
are fo many ſteps in the ladder of our preferment. 
Capt. By gar, mere beaſts of burden ! 
_ -» Bother, And as ſuch we'll uſe them. — When they 
have lent their backs, to carry our golden harveſt 
home, we'll eat of fortune's bread, and let them 
chew: the ftraw. 
Capt. And very good for their coarſe palates. 
Bother. Nature never deſign'd them for better.— 
Tread the ford who will, they muſt ſtill be the ſtep- 
ping ſtones. Gentlemen, the marquis promiſes won- 
ders. — ge firm. — Fortune courts you with open arms. 
Omnes By my foul, we're ready to marry her then. 
Bother. Nowy well break up with a verſe of an 


old ſong. 


Lot us drink and gang hame, let us dring and gang hame, 
if we flay any longer we'll get an old name 
Fell get an ill name, and well fill ourſelves fu, 
And the ſtrong walls of Derry are ill to go through. 
| (Exit Omnes. 
ACT 
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SCENE I. A Chamber. 
Nancy, PEGccy, CAPTAIN and Par. 

Marcy Ha, ha, ha! I ſhall laugh till I die. 
Cat. Oh, den't, my dear! or I muſt cry till 
I bring you to life again. 

Nancy, My poor mamma, has been rubbing and 
ſcrubbing her face, and Jaying on the reftozative 
water! | 

Pat. Oh, ſhe'll be young enough by-and-by ! 
| Nancy. Well captain, were. you at the meeting 
laſt night? | | 

Caft. Indeed was J. | 

Nancy. And what do you think of them? 

Capt. I think they are a parcel of eaſy fools, led 
on by ill-deſigning perſons. Peggy, what cloaths are 
theſe? = | 

Nancy. That's my father's favourite ſuite—he's to 


wear it at my wedding. 


Capt. I think PI wear it before him. 
Peggy, Oh, dear, no !—he'll make ſuch a rumpus. 
Capt. That's what I wiſh. Come, give me the 
eloaths.— When I'm dreſt I'Il wait upon you again. 
. | Exit with cloaths, 
Nancy. And Ill go and fee my youthful mamma. 
| E | (Exit, 
Peggy. Now, Pat, tell me if, on your long 
march to Bantry Bay, you ſaw. any girl who cou'd 
ſteal your heart from your own Peggy? 
Pat. None. FF 
Bens AIR“ O'er the Hills,” Ce. 
Pat. Oh, were | king of all the world, 
I'd wed my pretty Highland girl. 
Peg. And were ] fair as yon white ſwan, 
T d love my faithful Iriſhman. 
Pat, My auitty, pretiy Highland girl. 
Peg. My faithful, handſome-Iriſhman. 
Pat, Tho' war /hou'd rage and.tempeſt hurl, 
Peg. We'll love and do the beſt aue can. 
ee ia Chorus, Oh, my 3 
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Pat. When our good king has raiſed my pay, 
8 TI dreſs my girl ſo ſmart and gay. 
Peg. And when the prieſt the grace has ſaid, 
Tll waſh your cloaths and male your bed. 
Pat. When rattling drums with row, dow, dow, 
Hat warned the ſoldiers when to go 
Peg. Til pack my eloaths and brace my heart, 
Inſtead of chaiſe, Ill nount the cart. 
| Chorus. Oh, my witty, Tc. 


Pat. When our inteſtine jars are der, 


Peg And peace has bleft our native fhore, 

Pat. A pen ſion large, ia guineas hard, 

Peg. Shall be my ſoldier's juſt reward + 

Pat. We'll rent ſome cabin neat and clean, 

Peg. Surrounded by a yard and green 

Pat. Induſirious toil ia ſave our health, 

Peg. And love and young ones prove our wealth. 
Chorus, Oh, my witty, Ce. 


SCENE Il. A Field. 


Enter Di KEY SPENDTHRIFT. : 
Spend. Still drunk at night and dry in the morning. 


I don't think I'm quite ſober yet. No. —l'm going to 


bave a melancholy fir. Come out here, my pocket 
almanack. | (takes out a bottle. 
SONG. ref 
AIR“ Duncan Daviſon.” 
What care I what" people think, 
Whene'er I can I'll take a dran, 
What is life without a drink, (drinks) 
Lord, what a thirſty foul I am! 
W-ll keep it up and take a ſup, 
In honour of fair Dublin town ; 
On ſuch a toaft I'd ſpar: no coſt, 


Tho every noggin were a crown. 


The farmer when he's plagu d with drought, 
You'll often hear him pray for rain 
What fall I do to noiſſ my mouth ? 
T think I'll even drink again, (drinks) 


oneſt y 


1 


In Dublin town we've whiſkey frout, 
Fine alc ts drink when you are dry. 
Oh, blond and turf ! the cork is out, 
I'd benter drink it ere it dye. (drinks) 
Chorus. We'll keep it up, Cc. 
III. 
Thou God of drink, grant me this wiſh, 
(If ſuch a jolly C there be) 
Convert poor Dickey to a fi/h, 
And then to whiſkey turn the ſea. 
Oh, to be ſure then Il drink deep, 
Nor ſcores nor duns /hall give me pain, 
For when I'm drunk {it take a Nleep, 
And uin Im freſh I'll to it again. 
Chorus. We'll kee it up, ce 
Enter PR x, 

Pat. How do you do, Mr Spendthrift 2 - 

Spend. What's that to you I don't know you, | 
Oh, blood and turf, Pat! What the devil are you 
doing | in that crow colour'd. garment ? 
Pat. Mr. Spendthriſt, I know you're a man of 


Spend. And ſobriety. 


Pat. Or I would not truſt you. Do you know 
1 behaved ſo well at Bantry Bay that Pm made a 
captain. 

Spend. Oh, tunder and wounds! Will you have 
2 nowhful? Oh, bad luck! l've left none in the 
bottle, (turning up the bottom. 


Pat. Beſides bye made two or three brace of 
thouſands by plunder. 


Spend.” Oh, by the powers, we ſhall have a 
mouthtul But why are you ſo ſhabby 7 

Pat. Ha, ha, ha! 1 have a bit of a joke to put 
upon my auni— wil you aſſiſt me? 

Spend. Blood and tyrf! She and J are always 


joking.— We play like pup and kitten. 


Pat. I'm going to apply io her as a deſerter—if fhe 


gives me no relief, I'll make my will in favour of 
another. 


Spend, Blood alive! | 
C3 Pat. 
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Pat. But, if the relieves me, I'Il put all 1 have 
into her hands, till the war is over. 

Spend. Oh, by the powers, we muſt have A 
mouthful ! 

Pat. And if any accident ſhou'd happen me—— 

Spend. We ſhall have a mouthful. 

Pat. Some other time. I know your honeſty 

Spend. And ſobriety. 

Pat. You wont ſpoil my jeſt by elling her? | 

Spend. Is it I?—By the hocus pocus, I would 
rather keep a twelvemonths lent from whiſkey ! 

Pat. Farewel then. (Exit. 

Spend. May the bleſfing- What the devil 
is he gone?—Made a captain Two or three brace 
of thouſands !—Þ1I tell his aunt and marry her; and 
if he gets a ball in his jaw, to cure the tooth-ache, 
by the law, Dickey, you ſhall have many a hearty 
mouthful ! (Exit, 

SCENE III. A Chamber. 
WHIMSICAL 5 Mrs. WUHIMSICAL. 

iin Toll, loll, loll !—Huzza!—My uncle is 
dead, and left me his heir. The Phœnix and 
Happy Return, two fine ſhips, richly laden, on 
their. way home, are a part of my property.— 
Huzza !—Why don't you give me three cheers, my 
old girl? 

Mrs. Whim. Old girl! You unmannerly hottentot. 

Whim. Well, young granny then, Nancy ſhall be 
married to night. i 

Mrs. M him. ] ſay ſhe ſhall not. 

Whim. I ſay ſhe ſhall. 

Mrs, Whim, I tell you, Mr. Whimſical 
Oh, Lord! I wiſh 1 durſt be in a pafſion.—l never 
was more inclin'd to abuſe him. ft | play off a!l my 
dry ſneers to ruffle his temper, and never diſcompoſe 
my own. {afede) 

lim. You ſeem very thoughtful, my love? 
Mrs. Whim, Yes, my deary, Pm thinking of 
my grandfather's death. 

Whim. Your grandfather Ha, ha, ha!—He 
muft have been ; a cake old gentleman, 1 

2 


„„ 


Mrs. Whim, Ves, very near as pretty and as old 
as yourſelf 

Whim. I underſtand you—l am 676 and forty, and 
I pray heaven, that neither you, nor any of your 
family, may ever arrive at ſuch à misfortunc? 

Mrs. Whim. Very well!“ Pafſion dries up the 
vital ſprings, and cuts off ſeveral years,” lays the 
doctor. Let him cut and dry away. Though I loſt 
the man of my own choice 

Whim, "The man of your own choice 1—Zounds, 
zounds! 

Mrs, Whim, That's glorious! He has cut off (at 
leaſt) two or three weeks in thar fit. 

Whim. We ſhall have ſeparate beds. 

Mrs. Whim. No ſuch thing, my deary. 8 

Whim. Silly, conceited woman! I don't think 
you're half ſo handſome as your vanity makes 1 
believe. 

Mrs, Whim. Oh, 1 dare ſay not—yct, ba 
I am, who knows but time may improve my * 
flock of beauty. Perhaps time way improve yours 
too. (poiming to his face) Ha, ha, ha!—Now, my 
deary, wou'd not you be ſurpris'd to ſee a wonderful 
alteration in my complexion and features? 

Whim. I'll try to ſee an alteration in your conduct. 

Mrs. Whim. You'll need to put on your ſpæctacles, 

Whim. I'll need to put on my authority, and be 
maſter of my own houſe. | 

Mrs, Whim, Maſter of your own houſe !And 
how will you reconcile that to the doctrine of equality, 
my deary s 

Mhim. I'll make you as obedient as a ſpaniel. 

Mrs. Whim. A Laie !---Oh, Lord! that I durſt 
be in a paſſion. (ſmothering her rage) | ſay you're an 
ill bred, hair-brain'd, tyrannical But I'm 
not in a paſſion.---Oh, Lord! | was very near it 
though. (aſide) 

Whim, Very well !---Since you” ve ſo freely told 
me what I am, I'll uſe as little reſerve with you.-»- 
You're a vain, conceited, ridiculous, half-witted, 
not ende, would be young, old coquette—and 
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Pm your deary, as you call me, fully reſolved. to- 
exerciſe the rights of man. 2 5 | 
Mrs. Whim, Wou'd be young! old: coquette ! 
11] be hang'd if 1 don't ſacrifice my health, my life, 


40 even my complexion and beauty, to ſupport the 
ve 


ights of women. Oh, you ungrateful, inhuman 
monſter ! Oh, that J had you once more kneeling at 
my feet, begging, praying and entreating; but 
you're paſt that---however, the firſt that comes 
Whim. Shall be welcome, I dare ſay. | 
Mrs. Whim, You may fay it.---Revenge is one. 
urticle of the rights of women. 

; : Enter NANCY. | 
 Whim. Well, Nancy, have you laid out my 
favourite ſuit to air? | | 

Nancy, Your friend the marquis did that, 
Him. The marquis! why did you give him the 
trouble? „ : 
Nancy. The trouble ! it was rather a pleaſure. 
Whim. There now, Mrs. Whimſical, where 
would you meet ſo much civility in one of our own 
countryinen ? but it's all the effects of liberty. No 
pride, no diſtinction, all friendſhip and equality. 
Nancy Here he is, | 
Enter CaeTain dreſt in Whimfical's ſuit. 

Capt. How do you do monſieur, me be very proud 

to ſee you in good health? 
Whim. (Staring at him) That may be but damn 
me! if 1 am proud to ſee you in that ſuit. 
Capt. Pardon me monſieur, I take the hberty— 
him. | ſee you have, more free than welcome. 
Mrs. Whim, Never mind my deary, it's French 
liberty and that's what- you admire. e | 
Nancy Oh dear! is it French liberty to take what 
does not belong to one's felf? ?? | 
Mrs. Whim. Indeed is it my love, 
Capt. Lou will obſerve monſicur when I took the 
inventory of your louſe— . 
Whim. Did you? | 5 
Capt. Les, we taught you to plant the tree of 
liberty and we muſt have a ſhare of the fruit there- 
fore, 


fore, when our army come from Bantry, | will ſpeak: 
o my good friends the Marquis ,la Maigre and 


Citizen de la Mort, and when we divide your 
eſtate 


him. Indeed! | 
Capt. If you behave well you'll have equal ſhare. 
- Whim. Damnation! (in afaſfion) 
Capt. Diable! monſicur, whar you damn the na- 
tion ſor ?—F'll ſpeak to ds lady. y gar! madam, 
yours ver pretty, (taking her by the hand.) 
him. | ſuppoſe you 41 divide my wife among ; you 
too ? 

Capt. To be ſure, among brother citi zcns every 
thing ſhould be common. 

Whim, Oh, the'll ſoon be that, at leaſt ſhe hinted 
as much, Did not you my q arle ? 

Mrs. Him. Marquis, is Citizen la Mort hand- 
ſome ? 
| Capt. Ver handſome, hel court you madam. 

Mrs. Mum | am ſure he ſhall be welcome. 

Capt Oh madam, can I believe you? 

Whim Oh, yes you may, I'll engage for her. 

Capt. Vir dam, your hand is like the hilly, your 
lips. ike de roſe, let me try if they have the fame 
taſte too (offering to kiſs her.) 

Whim. Damnation! | kiſs my wite before my face, 


5 though [ don't give a damn for her myſelf.— Get out, 


you ſcoundrel. (puſhing Hiim, 

Capt. If dat is dat, dis is FA ſa—ſa—la. | fencing. 

Whim. Damn me but Pl) ſ:w you and hew you too 
Enter PEGGY with a From. 

Peg. To Nancy) Oh niercy, they'll hurt one 
anotber, hold, hold. fir, leave him ro n Now 
Mr. Monſicur. (4 fham-fight berween her and ( apt. 
Min. Well done, Peggy,—there---at him: 5 in, 
huzza! damn me but ſhe has beat him (e beats 
him off, they all fo low but Whimſical,) Oh, here 
comes Phelim with the Paper. 

Enter PHELIM. 

Let me fee, (reads) © Yciterday his 2 —— 

plhaw ! that's nothing, (rea ds) © It is conß ently 


6 affirmed 


as) 


% afhrmed that the French can ſend 200,000 men to 
Ireland,“ blood and wounds! that's great. {reads ). 
4 Houſe of Commons,” nothing but bribery and 
eorruption, (reads) ** Captured by the Elizabeth 
*« flat-bottom of Amſterdam,” that's ſomething, theſe 
Dutch are deviliſh clever fellows, I maſt put on my 
ipeQacles---(reads) Captured by the Elizabeth flat- 
bottom of Amſterdam, the Phenix and Happy Re- 
turn from- -damnation! (drops the paper) my own 
two ſhips. Oh theſe damn'd Dutch are a ſet of 
curſed pirates, oh curſe their flat-bottom, and my flat 
head. My flat-top and their flat-bottom, oh, oh, oh. 
Exit, his hands upon his head flamping and raving. 
DCENE=—4 chamber in Biddy's houſe. 
| SP+NTHRIFT and Bibby. . | 

Spend. Biddy iny love, if fortune were to rain 
down two or three brace of thouſands upon þ 
wou'd it change your affection for your own dear 
Dickey ? . „ 

Biddy Oh, you flattering rogue ! you deceiver of 
virgins. I wiſh I had millions far your ſake. p 
pend. Now ſwear to love me and v1] tell you a 

Biduy What ſhall I ſwear by? 155 [{ecret. 

Spend. By this kiſs, (hiſſing her ) | 

Biddy Yes, and by that kiſs. (kiffing him) 

Spend. Oh ſweet! ſweet ! now let us repeat it, by 
this and by that». (kiſſes twice) 
 Biddy Ves, and by that and by this. (kiſſes twice) 

Spend: Now. your nephew is return'd, 

Biddy Let him be hang'd. 

Spend He's made a Captain, 
 Biddy Of the Dog troop, 

Spend. He's, worth two or three thouſand--- 

Riddy Laſhes upon the back, 

Spend. He's coming te you in the character of a 
delerter, if you are kind to him he'll put you in poſ- 
ſeſſion of all he has in the world, but if you give 
him nothing he'll make his will in favour of another, 
fo mind your eye theſe are dangerous times. 

Biddy And is he really made a Captain? 

| 5 | Spend. 


1 


Spend. To be ſure, I once thought to have made 
my fortune when we had the bother about the Falk- 
land iſlands. | | | 

| SONG. | | 

One time with the Spaniards we had a bit ſpar, 

But misfortune ft eh to me as if ſhe'd been tar; 

Bad luck ts old Sate n wha envied my fame, 

Before I acquir'd it I laſt my great name 

For ail came to nothing as wiſe men cou'd ſee, 

{hat the Tay nat to quarrel WAS flill 19 agree ; 

$9 no man upon earth can do more than he can, 

For the war was quite over before it began, 


One night I was merry and funny to boot, 

T Rept to tlie ale houſe and hook d a recruit; 
hien I went to the doctor ts ſee if hed paſs, | 
Oh! my man was a woman---myſelf was an aſs _ 
In this ſad condition pray what cou'd I do ? 

Ol I tipt her a hiſs and then let her go; 

For no man upon earth can do more than he can, 
If he lifts a yung woman when fhe's but a man. + 


Cod luck to old Bacchus his pod ſhip of war, 

| And Mars the great drunhard who fits in his can; 
The ane gives us fighting and the other good ſoul, 
Is a brave pot-companinn all night er the Boæol. 
The name of my Biddy for ever ill prize, 
For if ere not kept doaun perhaps we may riſe ; 
And fortune may alter and yet prove my friend, 
If this war is not over before it will end. 


Here he comes, (enter Pat) come, my boy, bruſh 
up to her. I did not ſay a word-¶ winking) bruſh up. 
Pat. I dare ſay not. I knew your honefty. _ 

Spend. And ſobriety, farewell, make haſte and we 
ſhall have a mouthful,” | Exit. 

Pat. My dear aunt you fee before you a poor 
diſtreit deſerter. | 

Biddy. Oh, my ſweet lamb ! 

Pat, Had I return'd with a Captain's commiſſion-- 

Biddy. Oh, my ſweet lamb ! | | 

Pat. Had I engroſs d two or three brace of thouſands 

Biddy. Oh, my ſweet lamb! 

Pat. I know who ſhould be my heit 

Diddy. Oh, my ſweet lamb! » 


( 24 ) 


Pat. I ſtiould ſoon promote a marriage between 
ſome body I know and Mr. Spendthrift. 

Biddy. Ou, my ſweet, ſweet, ſweet lamb ! [embrace 

Pat. But | know not. where to borrow a teſter. 

Biddy. Oh, my ſweet lamb! Il lend you. Here, 
take theſe 5 bank notes for 5 guineas each, 

Pat. But I can never repay you. To be ſure I can 
put e few papers in your hands--- _ 

Biddy. That niuſt be the two or three brace thou- 

ſands (aſide) oh, my ſweet lamb! 

Pat. Here, aunt take this pocket-book, but don't 


open it till you go home and you'll perhaps find ſome- 


thing to ſurprize you. 

Biddy. That muſt be his laſt will, (afide) Now let 
the raſcai die when he will, oh, my ſweet lamb. 

Pat. Open the book when you pleaſe you'll find 
nothing but ſome of your own damn'd ſcrawls refuſing 
me any aſſiſtance. (aide) 

Biddy. 1 muſt leave you. Oh my ſweet lamb ! [exit 

Pat. Oh, my ſweet lamb! you old ftingy—ha, ha, 
VII go to the Captain and make him laugh at—oh my 
ſweet, ſweet, ſweet lamb! (mimicking ) [Exit. 

| SCENE—A chamber in Whimfical's houſe. 

Narcy, PEeGcy and PAT. 

Peggy. And ſo youve got the money. 

Pat. Oh, yes, my ſweet, ſweet lamb! ha, ha, ha. 

Nancy. Here comes Pleaſeall. 

Pleaſe. (Entering) Come, Miſs Nancy every thing is 
ready for the wedding. 

Nancy. Oh, no there's one thing wanting. 

Pleaſe. What's that? 

Nancy. A Bride. | 

Pleaſe. Ha, ha, ha, —that's funny— Pray what 
gentleman 1s this ? | 

Peggy. This is Doctor Wiggibus. 

Pleaſe. Doctor your moſt en 

Pat. Sir, your moſt obedient. 

7 making his obedience his wig comes off. ) 

Pleaſe. Ha, ha, Pat, what means this diſguiſe ? 

Pat. Mourning fir.—poor Capt. Conſtant, his ſhip 


coming into Bantry bay—a ſhot from the French 


Commodore'took him between wind and water—to 
the bottom he went. 
Plegſe. 


5 


he 
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Pleaſe. Indeed! Now, madam, I hope you'll de- 


lay our marriage no longer? 

Nancy. You delay it yourſelf, fir, you know my 
father's ſentiments and mine are quite oppoſite and 
yet you eſpouſe his. | Th 

Pleaſe. Lord, madam, you know I wiſh to pleaſe 
every body, but if its agreeable to you, PI quarrel 
with him. | 

Nancy. Sit down then (they fit) 

Pleaſe. Upon my ſoul, madam, I always thought 
you father a queer kind of a whimſical mortal, whoſe 
politics are not only ridiculous but very dangerous. 

| Enter Wuim. behind. . 

Nancy And would you tell him ſo? , 

Pleaſe. Yes; and more if he were ſtanding before 
my face. 


Min. No, you rogue he's ſtanding behind your 


back,--- (taking him by the two ears) 


Pleaſe. (Looking back) How do you do Mr. 


Whimſical } 


Whim. Nothing the better for you Mr. Hypocrite, 

Pleaſe. Upon my ſoul I had no intention of affront- 
ing you—W hat I ſaid was merely to oblige the lady; 
and if ſhe would be kind enough to retire a little I 
would ſay as much againſt her to oblige you. | 

Whim. No, no, fir, Pm done with you. Oh, that 
Capt. Conſtant were here he ſhould have my 
daughter. 1 

Pleaſe. I ſhould give him her hand 
Him. You! 1 ſhould give it fir. 

Pleaſe: I'll give it when he comes. 
M him. l'll give it fir. 

| Enter CavTain àreſt. 

Capt. Sir, I take you at your word, I am Captain 

Conſtant. 


Whim. You Captain Conſtant! No, no.—l ſuppoſe 


you're come to ſa—ſa—me again, Monſieur Marquis. 


Nancy, No indeed he's my Captain. 

him. And Iam his gull, Well, no matter, take 
her, — you've put a pretty humbug upon me.—Brt 
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you'll find a great hole in her fortune, the Elizabeth 
flat bottom 
Capt Had taken your two ſhips, but J have cap- 


tur”! rhe Elizabeth and re-captur'd your ſhips— 


Whim. Have you, 'Tol, loll, where are you Mrs, 
Whimſical ? 


Enter Mrs. WrrMsSICAL. , 
Mrs. Whim. Mr. Whimſical, is it not very hard 


| that I muſt be diſturbed—!I was applying a balſam 


for the tooth-ache. 
 Whim. There's a cure for the tooth-ache, look 
there, your ſon-in-law——Nancy's huſband, 
Mrs Whim W hat, wou'd you give your daughter 
to a Frenchman ? 
him. No, but vou wou'd give my wife to 2 


- Frenchman. — Is Citizen La Mort handſome,” my 


deary—But come] forgive you—Kiſs me.—W hat 
the devil is this you've been waſhing your face with, 
Faugh! (/melling.) Pl lay it's ſome of that damn'd 
ſtuff you had in the bottle at the bed's head! 

Mrs. Whim. What did you fee that bottle? 

Whim. See it ! by the lord I took a large ſwig of 
it, for | conld find no water. 

Mrs. Whim. Oh! oh! oh! 

 Whim. My dear, I hope there was no W FOE 

Mrs Whim. It was my tincture of oyſters—He 
may hve long enough now. It's all over. 

Whim All over! oh don't ſay ſo, I feel no bad 
fymproms—] won't die! 

Mrs Whim. I'm lorry for it. 

Whim. Don't be ſorry, there's no danger. 

Mrs. Whim. Oh, Doctor! doctor! doctor! 

Whim ILtell you there's no occaſion for a doctor. 

Mas. Whim. Sech a misfortune ! 

Whim. My ſweet angel! By the lord 1 never 


knew the ſtrength of her affection till now, come to 


my arms and from this day— 
Mrs Whim. Keep your diſtance, fir. 


Whim. Oh, Lord! there muſt have been poiſon— 
| the won't let me nigh her. - 
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Fat. Don't be alarm'd fir, T made it up for the 
lady's face, and the ingredients are very innocent. 
Whim The lady's face! Oho, I underſtand you're 


2 beauty doQor and have been employed to patch up 
her old phyſiognomy. 


Mrs. Whim. And are not you a doctor ? 

Pat. Indeed I am not. 

Mr: Whim And ſo you have impos'd upon me, 
and you Nancy were an accomplice. 

Nancy, Your own vanity and credulity were his 
accomplices. For the future learn to know that a 
merry heart and a ſmiling countenance are the beſt 
preſervatives of beauty. 

Enter BivDdy and SpENDTHRIFT. 

Biddy. Where's that curſed villain ? | 

Spend. Softly, my dear, or they'll know you've 
been taking a mouthfull. 

Biddy. Where's the ſcoundrel and his two or 
three Hp of thouſands ? 

Pat. Here I am.—Oh, my ſweet lamb! 

Biddy. Oh, you rogue! there was nothing in the 
book but two or three of my own letters —give me 
my notes you villain. 

Pat. I'll keep them to raiſe recruits for his Majeſty. 

Capt. And that you may command them—P1! 
procure you a commiſſion. 


Pat. Sir, for your good intention, let my future 
conduct 

Capt. Be like your paſt and 'm rewarded. 

Briſtle. ¶ Entering) Blood and wounds! Bad news 
from Bantry Bay. "The French fleet is all diſpers'd, 
Botherwell and his aſſociates fled with the contribu- 
tion money, and we're all humbugg'd. 

Whim. | ſee my error. 

Pat. Error is the fate of man, but perſeverance 
is the curſe of fools. 

Whim. And who are you ? 

Pat. Sir, Pm an Iriſh militia man, my father's 
a yeoman, my brother's a ſeaman, my uncle ſerves 
in the artillery, and my couſin in a marching regi- 


ment, I love my king and country, and would die to 


2 reconcile 


( 28) 


reconcile them to each other, and my greateſt ambi- 
tion is to merit the name of a true and faithful Iriſh- 
Man. 


What. What muſt become of the poor fellows 


whom we have deluded with fair promiſes ? 
Capt. If they are conſcious of their error the go- 
vernment will take them under its protection again. 
Omnes. Long live the king and ſucceſs to the go- 
vernment of Great-Britain and Ireland. | 
Spend. Biddy, to make the joy general give me 
your hand, this is our wedding day. 3 
Biddy. Oh merciful God of marriage I-is long 
look d for come at laſt ! 


Whim. Captain give me your hand, ſhoula the 


French dare to repeat their viſit, I hope you'll be 


ready to protect that family of which you are become 


a member. | | 

Capt. In time of danger we ſhould conſider the 
three kingdoms as one great family under one head 
who is the father of us all —Now Jet us all ſhake 


hands and forget and forgive our paſt faults and 


follies, —let it never be ſaid that the ſons of Hibernia 
ſhall need a foreign enemy to adjuſt their quarrels. 


Briſtle. With all my heart but you rich men ſhould 


conſider us that are poor. | 

Capt. Make application through a proper channel 
and I'll engage all your real grievances ſhall be 
redreſſed. | | 

_ Omnes. Huzza! Jong live the king and ſucceſs 


ꝛ0 old Ireland. 
| „ FINALE. 
1 Cal PTAIN. 
hen join with me in loyalt 

Like Fe kes F one 5 
And ſhew the French we can agree, 
Without their interceſſion. 
Be warn d in time my worthy friends, 
Let no falſe eau intrap ye, | 
T he foe may come for private ends, 
But not to make you happy. bs 
Chorus, Then join with me, Ec: 

TAT 


——_ © ) 


PAT, | 
: Did you ne er ſee a man and wife, 
| the . _ and coaxing ; 
Let drop ſome words, the ſeeds of fri fe 
Which ſet them ſoon @ andy fe, 
18 But fhou'd ſome ftranger then firike in, 
J qe cumbatants to ſever, | 
7 hey'd ſoon unite to tan his ſhin. 


And be as kind as ever. | 

+ Chorus, Then join, Nc. 

| | WHIM. 14 
. cu kindred dogs one time fell out, 4 
— 5 And all about a bone, ſir— : Y 


T he one was fierce, they both were ſtout 
And ſo to blows they're gone, fir -— 
With teeth and claws they tore the ſhin, 

And bit each other's eyes out ; 
W hen both avere tir d a third came in, 


And bore away the prize out. 
Chor us, Then come, We. 


SPENDTHRIFT. 
- PII tell atale, I learn'd for nought, 
| Or rather a bit fable; 8 
+ Two brother cecks fell out and fought . 
5 As hard as they were able 
| | T he fillieft fool call d in the fox, 
T4 'Gainſt brother of the feather ; 
bes | 20 i Sly reynard beat one of the cocks, 
„  » Then cat them both together. 
: Chorus, Then come, &s, 
| | OMNES. 
God bleſs great George our ſavereign king, 
Our laws and conſtitution; _ 
And may our nawvies ever reign, 
Victorious on the ocean. 
Proud Gallia's ſons for Erin bound, 
May ſeas and tempeſts ſcatter ; 
And may they ne er touch Iriſh ground, 
But what's beneath the water | 
Chorus, Then come, Ce. 
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